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THE ELEVEN
Thru the muck and the slush they ploug^hed their way,

Grim and defiant, to win the day,

The cold wind bit like a keen-edged knife,

But they would not flinch in the gfruelling strife,

The Eleven.

They bored thru tackle and they ran the ends.

They kicked and they passed ; and their hoarse-voiced friends

Out on the benches cheered and yelled,

For Alma Mater, and victory spelled

For the Eleven.

With backs to the wall and a yard to go,

They fought with a frenzy and held them so,

They shattered the line at every play,

Nor are tigers more fierce when brought to bay.

Yes, it's mighty fine to be in the stand,

And yell and cheer ; it sure is grand.

But when you're out on the field and play

With a face that's bloody and smeared with clay,

With legs that ache and with wind that's gone.

Then you know what it means to fight on, and ON,

When your mind is dazed and you can't think right,

And all you know is to fight, and FIGHT

!

But, oh, the joy of a game that's won,

Tho they're tired and weary, every one,

They forget their aches and they're mighty glad

They did their best and gave all they had.

But to lose a game is to live in hell,

And each cheer sounds like a tolling knell

Of all their hopes; Yes, it's grand to win,

But to lose a game is worse than sin.

Then here's to the men that fight for the school.

Who uphold her honor and give her fame,

Cheer them each one of you, if you're a man

You'll back them up whenever you can.

Since they're there, and they're square and they play the game.
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